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A^^DREW  LilMMlE. 

At  Mill  of  TiAy  lived  a  man, 

In  the  neiglifaourbood  of  Fyrle, 
He  had  a  lovely  daughter  fair, 

Was  called  bormy  Atiiue. 

Her  blflpm'was  like  the  springing  fidwer. 

That  hails  the  rosy  morning, 
With  innocence  and  graceful  inleo, 

Her  be autecas  form  adorning. 

Jiord  Fy vie  had  n  trumpeter, 

Wh»se  name  was  Andrew  Lammtf^ 

He  hud  the  srt  to  gain  the  heart  i 
Of  Mill  of  Tifty's  Annie. 

^    Prpppr  he  was  both  yoan^r  aed  gay,  j 
His  like  was  not  la  Fyvie, 
Nor  ^as  ane  there  that  could  compar®  | 
With  tbU  s*ime  Andrew  LuQjmie, 

I  ltd  Fy  vja  hi5  rodfc  by  the  door,  j 

Where  lived 'Fifty^c  Annie, 
His^  tfa?Tpf  ter  rode  him  before. 
Even  his  same  Andrew  Lammie* 

Jrler  toother  called  her  to  the  door, 

Coine  here  to  me  my  Annie, 
Did  erer  yoxi  see  a  prettier  maa        »  ^ 

TkjHi  the  t^uBipeto  af  Fyvb*  j 
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Notliiag  she         but  sigiiiog  sore,  i 

Aulas  !  for  bonny  Atinie  y 
She  durst  oot  own  btr  b^-art  was  woa 

By  the  trumpeter  pf  Fy  vie. 

At  alglit         all  went  to  ilmv  he^t 
Ail  slept  full  sooa  hnl  Annie, 

Love  so  opprest  her  tender  breast, 
Thinking  on  Andrew  Laniraie^ 

Love^corhesln  at  my  bed  siJe, 
And  love  lies  down  heyoad  ine, 

Love  so  oppress'd  my  tender  breast. 
And  love  will  waste  mv  body* 

The  first  time  me  and  my  ]ove  xmi^ 

Was  in  the  woods  of  Fyvie, 
His  lovely  form,  and  speech  so  oft, 

Soon  p.iia'd  the.heait  of  Aiiiue* 

He  ca1l*d  me  mistress,  J  said  no, 

I'm  Tifty's  bonny  Aonie, 
With  apples  sweet  he  did  me  treat, 

And  kisses  soft  and  mqny. 

It's  up  and  down  in  Tifty's  d<*u, 

Where  the  born  runs  clear  and  Injnny, 

I've  often  gane  to  meet  my  love, 
My  bonny  Andrew  Lamojie. 

But  now,  alas!  her  father  heard, 
That  the  trumpfeter  ot*  Fyvie 

Had  had  the  art  to  gain  the  h^art 
OfMUlof  Tifty's  Anaie. 


Her  father  s©dn  a  lettf^r  wrote, 

And  sent  it  on  to  Fyvie, 
To  tell  his  daughter  was  bewitch'd 

By  bis  servant,  Andrew  Lammie* 

Then  up  the  stair  his  trumpeter 

He  called  soon  and  shortly, 
Pray  tell  rae  soon  what's  this  you've  (lone. 

To  Tifty's  bonny  Annie. 

Woe  be  to  Mill  of  Tiftj^^'s  pride, 

For  it  has  ruined  many 
They'll  not  haveU  said  that  she  should  wed 

The  trumpeter  of  Fyvie, 

Iq  wicked  art  I  had  no  part, 

Nor  therein  am  I  canny, 
True  love  alone  the  heart  has  wen 

Of  Tifty  s  bonny  Annie. 

Where  will  I  find  a  boy  ao  kind, 
That  will  carry  a  letter  canny, 

Who  will  run  to  Tifty  s  town, 
Give  it  to  my  love,  Annie. 

Tifty  he  has  daughters  three, 

Who  all  are  wondrous  bonny. 
But  ye'll  ken  her  o*er  a'  the  rest, 

Give  that  to  benny  Annie. 

It>*s  up  and  down  it  fifty's  den 

Where  the  burn  rulis  clear  and  bonny, 

There  wilt  thou  come  and  I'll  attend, 
My  lov«  I  long  to  see  the©. 


5 

Tlsou  may»t  come  to  the  brig  of  Slugfij 
Antl  there  I'll  come  and  meet  thiee, 

It's  there  we  will  renew  our  love, 
Before  I  go  and  leave  you. 

My  love,  I  go  to  Edinburgh  town, 
And  for  a  while  must  leave  thee  j 

Sh^  sighed  sore,  and  said  no  more, 
But  I  wish  that  I  were  with  you, 

ril  buy  to  thee  a  bridal  gown, 

My  lave  I  11  bu>  it  bonny. 
But  t'll  be  dead  e  re  ye  come  back, 

To  see  your  bonny  Annie, 

If  ye'll  be  trsfe  and  constant  too, 
As  I  am  Andrew  Lammie, 

T  shall  thee  wed  when,  come  back 
To  see  the  lands  of  Fyvie, 

I  will  be  true  and  constant  too 
Te  thee  my  Andrew  Lartimie, 

But  my  bridal  bt  d  or  thei'll  be  made 
Iq  the  green  church -yard  of  Fyvie. 

The  time  is  gone,  and  now  conies  on 
My  dear,  that  i  must  leave  thee, 

If  longer  here  I  should  appf  ar", 
Mill  of  Tifty  he  would  see  me. 

I  now  for  ever  hid  adieu 

To  thee,  my  Andrew  Lammie, 

Or  ye  come  bafck  I  will  be  laid 

In  the  green  church-ya'rd  of  Fyvie. 
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He  hitjcl  blra  to  the  head  of  the  hous?, 
To  the  liottse  top  of  Fyvie, 

He  blew  his  trumpet  load  and  shrilL 
Jt  was  heard  at  Mill  of  Tifty. 

Her  father  lock  d  the  door  at  niglst. 
Laid  by  the  kt^ys  fu'  caney, 

And  when  he  heard  the  trumpet  sound 
Said,  your  cow  is  lowing,  Ano'se* 

My  l«ther  dear,  I  pray  forbear. 
And  reproach  not  your  Aaoi^., 

Id  rather  hear  that  cow  to  low, 
Than  all  the  kye  in  Fyvie. 

I  woyld  not  for  my  braw  new  gown, 
And  all  your  gifts  so  many. 

That  it  was  told  in  Fyvie  land 
How  cruel  ye  are  to  Aafiie. 

But  If  ye  strike  me  T  will  cry, 
And  gentltmen  will  luv^r  me, 

Lord  Fyvie  will, be  riding  by, 
And  he'll  ccme  iu  and  see  me. 

At  the'same  tinne  the  lord  came  in. 
He  Paid,  what  ails  thee,  Annie  t 

It's  ail  fpr  love  now  1  mu3t  die, 
For  bonny  Andrew  Lamniie. 

Fray  Mill  of  Tift t  give  consent, 
And  let  your  daughter  marry. 

It  will  be  with  sonje  higher  match 
Thaa  iht  tronapster  of  Fyvie. 
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Tf  the  were  come  of  as  high  a  klpi& 
As  she  s  advanced  in  beauty, 

I  would  take  her  unto  niy>»eU, 
And  make  ber  my  ovfo  lady, 

Fyvie  lands  ar«  far  and  wide, 
And  they  are  wonderous  bonny, 

But  {  would  not  leave  my  own  true  love. 
For  all  the  lanJs  in  Fyvie. 

Her  father  struck  her  wonderous  sore. 

As  also  did  her  mother  ; 
Her  sisters  also  did  her  scorn, 

But  woe  be  to  her  brother. 

Her  br^other  struck  her  wonderou!^  sore, 
With*  cruel  .strokes  end,  many, 

He  broke  her  hack  in  the  ball  door. 
For  liking  Andrew  Lammie. 

Alas  I  my  fath^ir  and  mother  deaff 
Why  so  cruel  to^'our  Annie  ; 

My  heart  was  broken  first  by  love^ 
My  brother  has  broke  my  body» 

O  mo  ther  dear  n<al?e  me  my  bed. 

And  lay  my  face  to  Fyvie, 
Thus  will  J  lie,  and  thus  will  die^ 

For  ray  dear  Andrew  IL^mmte^ 

Ye  neighbours  bear  baitb  far  and  near^ 

And  pity  fifty's  Annie, 
Who  dies  for  love  of  ©ne  poor  jad^ 

For  b9»py  Ai]id;ce?r  J^jj|»ri€i^ 
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Ne  kind  \)(  vice  eVr  stalnM  my  life. 

Or  hurt  my  virgio  honour, 
My.  youthful  hmvi  was  won  by  love, 

But  death  wiii  me  e^oner. 

Her  mother  then  she  macie  her  bed, 

And  laid  lier  face  to  Fyvie, 
Her  tender  heart  it  soon  did  break, 

And  never  haw  Andrew  Lammie. 

Lord  Fyvie  he  did  wring  his  handf^ 

Said,  alas  !  for  Tifty  s  Annie  *, 
The  fairest  fiower  cut  down  by  love, 

That  ever  sprang  in  Fyvie* 

Woe  be  to  Mill  of  Tifty's  pride, 
He  mi^ht  have  let  ibem  marry, 

I  should  have  givtn  tH^m  both  to  live 
Into  the  land*  of  vie. 

Her  father  sorely  now  laments 

The  loss  of  his  de^r  Aoriie, 
And  wishes  he  had  gi  vt  n  consent, 

To  wed  with  Andrew  Laramie, 

When  Andrew  I  ome  from  £d!nburgk  came^ 
Wj^H  mnckle  grief  and  sorrow, 

My  h>ve  is  d?a»i  tor  .r?e  to-day, 
I'll  die  for  i^-r  ( ;»inorrtJW. 

Now  I  will  r  Tifiy*ss  den, 

Wherf*  th*  vnm  clear  and  bonuy 

Wifh  tfn*r^  r  -  e  brig  of  Shiglsy 

Whtn  I  I  iom  my  AnGiC. 


